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Summary: Kitora Ai gets a note under her shoes every day at school 
from a group of jealous girls. She wishes sometimes that she could 
kill the authoresses. She might seem bratty and impertinent, but 
Kitora Ai suffers the onslaught of cruelty harder than anyone else. 
Mostly on Thursdays, she feels the rising urge to kill someone and 
knows she will never be able to act on it. 


Thursdays that Feel Like Fridays 

She stared at it. A square piece of paper wedged under the shoes in 
thier little compartment. It glared at her like a snake, coiled and 
ready to strike. She knew she couldn't take the venom from another 
bite without collapsing, and this is what happened every friday. The 
weekend would let her heal, but then another week of poison would 
follow . 

Kitora Ai, the 15 year old superhero of Border, lived week to week, 
on a survival basis. It was hard to describe the way she felt when 
she received another one of those papers in her compartment. When she 
collapsed in her room, on her bed, she sometimes grabbed the handfuls 
of them she had saved in her bedside table, and she would sob into 
the bedsheets, and read them, and remind herself that they were 
right, they were so right, and her whole head would hurt until she 
cried herself to sleep. 

This happened on thursdays, mostly. Thursdays are probably the worst 
day because you can wake up and accidentally feel like it's a Friday. 
And then you'll go through the whole day happy, thinking it's your 
last day before a nice little relaxtion over the weekend- until 
someone reminds you it's a friday. Usually, it's when they say, "Hey, 
see you tomorrow!" 

And you say, "Haha, you mean monday?" 

And they say, "No, I mean tomorrow." 



And you say, "No, monday. Because today-" 

"Is a thursday, " They tell you, raising an eyebrow. 

That's something we can all relate to, because no matter how hard you 
try to keep track of things, you'll always have that one thursday to 
ruin the whole week. At least you're pre-miserable for mondays . You 
know to expect annoyance. You're ready, prepared. Fake fridays, you 
are most certainly not ready for. 

In Kitora's case, she knew with absolute certainty the days she 
attended school because she marked them in intense, red marker- the 
color of blood- on a calendar her mother had given her at the 
beginning of the school year. "It's cute, isn't it? And this way, you 
don't have to bother with the calendar on your phone!" Her mother had 
said cheerily. She didn't need to know that shortly after she closed 
the door behind her, her daughter would hug the magazine to her chest 
and cry, just thinking about another school year. 

So Kitora knew it was a thursday. Her real frustration came with the 
thought that she had already endure four days of absolute hell, and 
she really felt as though she couldn't take another second of it. She 
would burst . 

Throughout her classes, she would tap her pencil against her desk 
irritably until a classmate poked her and asked her to stop. Then, by 
the end of the day, she'd have accumulated so many grievances that by 
the time she ended up at the front door, and she saw the paper tucked 
into her compartment, she could feel her fingers twitching with the 
urge to wrap around someone's throat. Or maybe thier hand. 

Today was a friday, and she'd survived only by convincing herself 
that jumping off the school roof would cause trouble for border. It 
wasn't as though she were doing it to keep people from being sad over 
her immediate suicide- Kitora honestly believed that Border would 
have more media issues over the thing than her family would have in 
mourning her death. She wasn't being stubborn in thinking her family 
wouldn't miss her, but after years of a guarded self, even your 
family begins to look like the opposition, like the enemy. 

She was standing in front of her compartment, feeling the eyes 
against the back of her shirt. They were heavy and hot and cold at 
the same time. She wanted to dig her nails under them and yank them 
straight out of thier evil little heads, like the roots of evil they 
were. Eyes are possibly the worst part about a person because they 
extend so far into thier head it's impossible to tell them that what 
they saw wasn't actually what happened. 

That's why when she pulled the note from under her shoes, and 
swiveled around to look at the little clump of girls behind the other 
row of shelves, her fingers clenched around the note and she 
accidentally crumpled it. She imagined the satisfying crunch she 
would hear if she managed to close her hands around one of thier 
stupid little wrists hard enough that it would snap. So that they 
would never be able to write another goddamn note again. 

She felt an animalistic urge to kill surge through her. 

Rage. This was what hatred was. 



Somewhere in the back of her mind, she would rest back against the 
white-hot magma she felt burning in her and try to work it out of her 
system with rhythmic breathing exercises. She knew that once the 
blaze had ebbed away, in it's place would be a sore spot, dark with 
misery and depression. 

The reason people don't speak out when they have an issue comes in 
many different forms, and in Kitora's case it was because today was a 
friday, and she felt as though if she could just relax on the 
weekends, she would be okay for monday. She kept herself sane over 
the weekdays by telling herself, "It's a tuesday, I only have 3 more 
days until the weekend", and then, "It's a Wednesday, there are only 
2 more days left", until she made it to friday. She always felt that 
she would make it out alright. 

Today was the day she didn't make it out alright. 

Shaking voilently, she flattened the note against her thigh, face 
blank. She bit hard on the inside of her cheek as she tried to keep 
from screaming. She even twisted her face into a smile as she 
clutched her bag and threw it over her shoulder. She changed her 
shoes. She walked outside and to the nearest trash can to throw out 
what would've been a new addition to the big box full of square 
papers. She could see only slightly into the slip- 

"Dear Mrs. Perfect". 

The world did something in that instant. She wouldn't know what it 
was until after she had stumbled into her house, and her mother ran 
to her and just held her, just held her and told her it would be 
okay. She wouldn't know what she had done until she was tucked in bed 
and her mother was reading her the bedtime story she used to read her 
when she was 5 years old. Only when she had fallen asleep to her 
mother petting her hair and sniffling did she realize what had 
happened . 

Everything was ruined. 

Suddenly, she had a name for the feeling that had pulsed through her 
ever since her first note, the first time she had naiively taken it 
out from under her immaculate shoes. Three love notes from the boys 
of a school she'd just recently transferred to that month alone, and 
it wasn't wrong of her to assume that this was another one. But when 
she opened it, it began the next couple of miserable years of her 
lif e . 

"Dear Mrs. Perfect". 

Kitora couldn't count the amount of times she had stayed home from 
school, cuddled in her blankets and relaxing past her two day 
vacation. She couldn't count the amount of times she'd actually 
thrown up just thinking about returning to the hell that awaited her. 
She'd been sick so many times over those notes. From her bed, they 
lay there sleeping, a nest of snakes just a foot from her sleeping 
head . 

"Dear Mrs. Perfect". 


She would kill Mrs. Perfect one day. 



End 
f ile . 



